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Chained in iron cages, treated more like wild beasts than
human beings, Louise Michel and Henri Rochefort,, together
with some thousands of other Communards—all those in
fact that escaped the massacre in Montmartre cemetery and
execution later—were deported to New Caledonia. Louise
and Rochefort were both on the same boat, and had the
small pleasure of exchanging greetings now and again
between the iron grilles of their respective cages.
One can imagine the awful experience of those unfortunate
people, confined in a small space, without proper sanitation or
even ventilation, enduring seven months before they finally
landed in New Caledonia. When one of the transports
arrived at Melbourne more than half of the deportees were
down with scurvy, and although the working people of
Melbourne collected £1,500 in a short time to relieve their
distress, they were not allowed to help. Many died during
the voyage and Rochefort himself never expected to see land
again. Although, because of his rank, he was later given a
special cabin, he was terribly ill for most of the voyage, and
he and many others bemoaned the fact that they had escaped
execution only to meet a worse fate.
The Communards were segregated from the common
criminals and most of them were established on the He des
Pins—not on the humanitarian grounds that they shouldn't
be mixed up with the other convicts, but because there was
less chance of escape from He des Pins. The more dangerous
of the prisoners, including Rochefort and Louise Michel
were confined on the Ducos Peninsula, near Noumea.
Apparently life on the lie des Pins wasn't too bad as far
as material matters were concerned, but the very fact that
these people, most of whom had been intellectually active
all their lives, should now be cut off from all contact with
the outside world, with the memories of their friends and
comrades massacred, and the bitter sweet of the near success
of their revolution, was the most terrible punishment that
could have been inflicted.
According to my friend M. Calimbre whose father had
closer contact than most people with the Communards on

